GOAKS  AND  HUMOUR

THERE are a great many books about
Wit and Humour. Hobbes thought
one laughed because one felt superior ;
Bergson thinks that the comic is always the
animate imitating the mechanical; and Kant
thought something else, I forget what. The
last treatise I read was by the German Pro-
fessor Freud, who appeared anxious to prove
that wit and humour are a kind of sexual
perversions. But I still do not understand
what they are, and I have something better
to do than make my head ache by attempting
to invent satisfactory, or even unsatisfactory,
definitions of them. If it is difficult to define
wit and humour, it is equally difficult to
discriminate precisely between the humour
of one nation and the humour of another.
There certainly are differences. But probably
there is no special form of joke that can be
appreciated by every American, and by no
Englishman, or vice-versa. And there is a
great deal of American humorous writing
which might have been done by Englishmen.
We are accustomed to think of our humour,
at its best, as a quieter and wiser thing, urbane
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